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	1. Prologue: Torture

**_Author's note: This series takes place during Spartan Ops Episode 1. Sorry for any confusion._**

* * *

><p><em>Unknown location, unknown time, unknown date<em>

Alice woke up, hanging from the ceiling, and prepared herself for another day of torture.

Ever since the Covenant had bought her to this planet -

_"How long ago was it?"_ After all the torture, she had forgotten the time.

The doors in front of her opened, and in walked Parg Vol, her torturer. Slowly and deliberately, he moved towards a rack full of Covenant torture devices, ranging from simple knives to underpowered energy swords, all designed to cause pain, rather than to kill.

After a minute of perusing the arsenal, Vol chose a pair of what looked like knuckledusters, but had tiny crystalline needles on the end. Alice almost smiled. At least this would be something new. Vol moved towards her. He stabbed the needles into her, and she was winded. She then screamed as the needles detonated.


	2. Plan B

_UNSC INF-101 'Infinity', 1045 hours, 17/2/2558_

"Sorry sir, you can't enter the bridge without authorisation." The marine had to have some balls to stand up to a SPARTAN, especially a SPARTAN who had recently had his girlfriend abducted by crazy theological lizard men from outer-space.

However, it was still a bad move.

"Just let me through, dammit!"

When the marine started to give Bryn the silent treatment, he seriously pissed the SPARTAN off. Bryn picked the guard up by the throat. "_Please _let me through." The marine reached for the button, and pressed it. The doors opened. Bryn set the marine down gently. "Thank you." He walked onto the bridge.

The bridge crew looked at him in surprise, but then went back to their jobs. After the Storm fleet had been defeated, their tasks had consisted mostly of station-keeping. Bryn walked over to Captain Lasky. "Sir, I need to talk to you about something." "OK. But not here, report to my office in 15 minutes." "Thank you sir."

_15 minutes later..._

Bryn entered the Captain's office. The Captain was waiting for him. "What is it you wanted to talk about, Lieutenant?" Bryn was straight and to the point. "Sir, requesting permission to retrieve Ali- SPARTAN Greene from the Covenant." Lasky thought for a minute, then gave his response. His face showed that he was pained by the decision. "I'm sorry, but we need you here, on Requiem. And we don't even know if she's still alive." "With all due respect, sir, I'm not going to stand by while one of my team might be in danger." Lasky looked at him. "I'm sorry."

That was all he said. Bryn walked out of the office, to find a bald, tattooed man waiting for him. "Did he give the go-ahead?" "No he fucking did not." Jun thought for a moment. "So what do we do now?" Bryn looked into Jun's eyes. "Plan B."

They went to s-deck, and asked one of the technicians to put them in their armour. "What do you need your armour for?" she asked suspiciously. "We have a war games match, Commander Palmer wants us there by 1200 hours. Preferably sooner." "Okay..." Soon, the SPARTANs were fully suited up. They got their weapons, and headed towards the holo-deck. Just before they reached it, however, they changed direction, and headed for a hangar.

When they arrived, they found the hangar empty, save for five ODSTs and Commander Palmer. "Stop right there, SPARTANs," Palmer ordered. "I know what you're trying to do, and I can't allow it. I know you were in a personal relationship with SPARTAN Greene, lieutenant." Behind her, one of the ODSTs depolarized his visor.

Bryn recognised him.

The ODST slammed the butt of his MA5D into the back of Palmer's neck, and she collapsed to the ground. Bryn smiled. "Nighty-night, bitch." He nodded at the ODST. "Thanks for that, Buck." "Don't mention it. Seriously, I don't want a demotion."

Bryn recognised most of the ODSTs in the squad, with one exception. "Who's the new guy?" The ODST moved forward and introduced himself. He spoke with a German accent. "Private Werner Schmidt. I understand you served with the Gunnery Sargeant in the Great War?" "That's right. It was mostly me saving his or his girlfriend's ass." Buck smiled. "And I thought I'd return the favour. Just don't sleep in your pod this time. Anyway, what's your plan?" Bryn smiled grimly. "It's simple. We're going to steal that D79 over there and hijack a covvie ship. Then we're going to kill quite a lot of covvies."


	3. Capture and Escape

_D79 Pelican E-456, In flight inside Requiem, 1150 hours, 17/2/2558_

"So what exactly are we looking for?" asked Mickey as he flew the D79 towards the coordinates Bryn had given him. "An SDV-class corvette. Set down on it's topside landing deck when you see it." Bryn walked back to the troop bay, where Jun and the ODSTs were getting their weapons ready. "Here's the plan: as soon as we set set down on that corvette, we take out the communications room so that they can't call for help, or so we can send an all clear to any other ships they might've alerted. Then we'll move through the hangar. After that, we'll seize the weapons systems and bridge."

"Any questions?" Nobody spoke or raised their hand. "Ok then, let's kick some ass." "We're goin' in," yelled Mickey, just as the dropship was buffeted by AA fire. Unfortuntely for the Covenant, Mickey was an expert pilot. He dodged every shot, right up until the D79 was about to land. A plasma round hit it's port engine, and it nosedived towards the landing pad. "Jump," yelled Bryn, throwing himself out of the D79. The others followed suit. Bryn unshouldered his BR85HB SR, and jumped into the comm room through it's atmospheric shield. He fired at the stunned Unggoy manning their stations, and they fell.

The rest of the squad followed. Bryn looked at the Covenant communication equipment. "Who here's a tech expert?" Werner moved forwards. "I am." "Try to find out if the Covenant squawked, and if they did, send an all-clear out." "Yes Lieutenant. This might take a while, though, you might as well carry on." "Ok." Bryn turned to the rest of the squad. "We'll move on to the hangar. It's this way" he said, pointing at a door on the far side of the room. "I'll take point," offered Buck. "Alright. Let's go!" The door opened to reveal a Sangheili Warrior. Buck quickly drew his combat knife, and rammed it down the Warrior's throat, yelling "Eat this!"

The Elite went down, purple blood spraying out of it's throat as it screamed in agony.

Behind it's body, five of it's comrades opened fire. The squad quickly got behind cover, except for Buck, who was hit in the shoulder. "Cover me!" yelled Dutch, as he run out of cover to retrieve Buck. "C'mon Gunny, you gonna let these assholes end you!?" He dragged Buck behind cover, firing at the Elites with his M6H/SOCOM. Just as he got Buck behind cover, a plasma grenade stuck itself to his helmet. He quickly ripped off the helmet, and threw it back at the Sangheili. It detonated, wiping out all the aliens in one massive blue explosion.

Bryn smiled. "Good job, Dutch. Let's move on to the hangar." When they entered the hangar, all they found was Grunts. About one hundred of them. Fortunately, they were unarmed. The ODSTs fired at the Grunts, but Bryn and Jun, wanting to conserve ammunition, went close quarters, stabbing at the short aliens with their combat knives. When they were finished, the hangar was filled with dead or dying Grunts, and stained with their bright blue blood. Buck shouldered his MA5D. 'What now?" Bryn panted. "Right... now... I need... a... little... rest!" Jun chimed in. "Me... too!"

When the SPARTANs had recovered from their slaughtering, they led the way to the weapons room, only to find it empty. "Ok, let's move on to the bridge." They quickly got to the bridge. Bryn opened the door. The bridge was crewed by ten Sangheili Commanders, two Warriors and one Zealot. The ODSTs and SPARTANs opened fire on them. Taken by surprise, and with their shields down, most of them were killed immediately. The Zealot, however, activated it's active camoflage, and sneaked away.

Bryn ducked behind cover as a Sangheili Warrior fired it's concussion rifle at him. The SPARTAN quickly activated his active camoflage and snuck up behind the Warrior, and he stabbed it's neck with his combat knife. As the Elite fell to the ground, Bryn looked around. The bridge had been cleared. "Good job guys. Looks like we've got ourselves a ride."

_Unknown location._

Parg Vol walked into the torture chamber once again. And again he walked over to the rack of torture tools. This time, he picked up a thin metal rod, large enough to penetrate human skin and cause pain, but too small to cause considerable damage. Vol walked over to Alice, but just as he was about to stick the rod into her, she headbutted his stomach. Winded, he collapsed, and the rod went flying. Alice caught the rod, and used it to destroy the lock. She fell to the ground, but gathered herself up and ran out the door.


	4. Hunting trip part 1

**_I'm back, baby!_**

* * *

><p><em>Unknown location, 2356 hours, 172/2558_

Alice paused a moment to catch her breath. She'd managed to escape with her armour, but a group of Sangheili were following her through the forest she'drun into. They had big, bear-like creatures on leashes as well, sniffing her out. _"This just isn't my bloody day, is it?" _she thought. She checked that the carbine she'd stolen was loaded. She had one full clip. Then she started walking back. _"It's time to hunt the hunters," _she thought with an evil grin.

She found the Sangheili hit squad a few kilometres behind her. Alice positioned herself on a grassy ridge,nand waited for the hunting party to get closer. When they did, she noted their ranks. Three storm Sangheili and a Commander. She thought about who to kill first. _"Those bear things," _she decided. _"If I can't kill them all, at least hiding from them will be easier." _She put her eye to the carbine's scope, which doubled as a magazine, aimed at one of the bear things, held her breath, and fired. The radio-active cartridge flew approximately 50-metres through the air, and embedded itself in the creatures skull, causing brain hemorrhage, death, and a minor headache. She quickly killed the others, then slinked away into the night.


	5. Hunting trip part 2

_Unknown location, 0017 hours, 18/2/2558_

After getting away from the Sangheili, Alice checked how much ammo she had left. _"Five rounds? Shit, that won't be enough to bring down any of those squid faced monsters."_ She checked that she still had her knife. She also found five incendiary grenades on her belt. _"We were going to use these to destroy Anderson's complex"_ Alice remembered how the raid on the CRF base had gone terribly wrong. She didn't even know if Bryn or Jun had survived _"Well I'm not going to find out standing here looking at this grenades like an idiot, am I?! Wait, the grenades..."_ An idea started to form in her head.

Gar Beramee, the leader of the hunting party, observed the four fires that had sprung up on the horizon. He turned to the Storm Sangheili accompanying him. "The human may be at any one of those sites. We'll seperate to check the sites, and radio in as soon as you find it. Don't bother about getting it alive, that butcher's had his fun with it."

Alice grinned as the Sangheili Commander approached the first fire. She unsheathed her knife, ran silently up to him, and stuck the knife into his neck. He fell to the ground, purple blood spraying out of his mouth.

Things went almost identically at the other two fires: Alice would stick her knife into the Sangheili, and the Sangheili would find the answer to the biggest philosophical debate known.

But at the fourth site, the Sangheili was waiting for her. As soon as it saw her, it fired it's storm rifle at her, but she quickly ducked and rolled away from the plasma. It searched for her,abut she quickly ran at it with her knife, but she recieved an elbow in the face. In the second it took for her to recover, the alien knocked her to the ground and straddled her, but as it prepared to stab it's energy gauntlet into her, she tore the pin off the grenade smashed it into the Elite's face. It roared in agony, and fled away.

Alice thought for a moment. _"What the hell am I going to do now?"_


	6. Complication

_Captured Covenant Corvette in slipspace, 0018 hours, 18/2/2558_

Bryn returned to from checking for any Covenant survivors in the ship's many corridors. "Werner, have you found any helpful co-ordinates in the nav computer?" The ODST turned to him. "The only planet I've found that isn't in the UNSC charts is some place called 'Site of Glorious Rebirth'." Bryn nodded. "That sounds important. Plot in a course there. If Alice isn't their, we can at least report the location to the UNSC, and they'll be able to check out what it is, and reduce it to rubble if they need to." Werner nodded. "Yes lieutenant. Also, Dutch wants to see you about the Sargeant. He's in the med bay."

When Bryn got to the med bay, he found Dutch kneeling over Buck. Bryn rushed over. "What the hell happened?" Dutch looked up at the SPARTAN. "Turns out that the shoulder wound was worse than we thought. The bodysuit didn't give enough protection, and his skin's severely burnt. And we don't have anything to treat it with, all the meds on this ship were designed for Covenant. I have no idea how it would react with Buck's body." Bryn sighed. "Well, just keep him stable." Bryn put his helmet back on, and contacted Werner. "Werner, take us to that planet."


	7. Preparing for hell

_Captured Covenant Corvette, 1200 km (descending at 2000 k/ph) above unknown planet, 0142 hours, 18/2/2558_

Bryn was checking that his BR85HB SR was fully functional. The digital ammo counter was broken, but the ammo counter in his HUD was still functional. The scope had taken a plasma round, and half of it had melted. He would have to fire from the hip, a severe weakness when the scope was such a vital part of the weapon. Bryn decided that he would instead use his M395, which he had taken with him, and was undamaged. Rifling through the equipment they had taken, he equipped the auto-sentry and M6H, his preferred combination when using the DMR. He looked up as Jun came in. 'Hey Jun.' 'Hey Bryn. Mind if I have a word?' Bryn nodded. 'Sure, go ahead.' Jun sighed. 'Look, I know that all this, going rouge and everything, is for Alice, but just don't let your emotions get the better of your training. If that happens, you know what'll happen.' Bryn looked down. 'It's a bit hard given the circumstances, but I'll try.' They were both silent for a moment. 'What do you think Palmer's going to do to us if we get back?' Asked Jun. Bryn grinned. '_When _we get back, she'll either yell at us and demote us, or yell at us, apologise, and promote us. Demotion could be interesting.' Jun smiled. 'I actually requested a demotion once. Just so I could get back on the front lines.' 'That's because all you're good for is shooting stuff,' Bryn said jokingly. They were interrupted by Werner coming in. 'Lieutenant?' 'Call me Bryn. What's up?' 'We've descended to 1000 km above the planet. Should we disembark now?' Bryn considered. 'Yeah. Get Mickey to prep a Phantom, and tell everyone else to get ready. Things aren't going to be easy down there. In fact, I'd say that it's going to be hell.' Jun smiled. 'Is it ever anything less for us?'

_Covenant Headquarters, unknown planet, 0143 hours, 18/2/2558_

Jul 'Mdama was feeling a bright, proud fury rush through him. What the San 'Shyuum had tried and failed to do with a vast Empire, he had done with a small Human ship and only a few of his best soldiers.

He had resurrected a God.

And now, that God stood before him. It had told him of it's plans. The Humans were worse than an affront to the Gods, they were a vile, barbaric race, that had murdered the Gods in their billions. And they would do it again, if 'Mdama could not wipe them out completely.

And, where the San 'Shyuum had failed, he would succeed. He and his troops were unhindered by the bureaucracy of the Covenant Empire, and Sangheili were much better commanders than the weak, foolish San 'Shyuum.

It would be glorious.


	8. The Eagle has Landed

_Covenant Phantom above unidentified planet, 0150 hours, 18/2/2558_

As the captured Phantom flew towards the planet, Bryn sat still, his helmet hiding the grim, determined, but frightened face behind it. He checked that his DMR was fully loaded, even though he knew it was. Across from him, Buck was holding his side. 'You sure you're up for this?' Bryn asked. 'To be honest, no. But that's never stopped me before. Remember Mombasa?' Bryn smiled a bit. 'Of course I do, despite the fact I was KOd for most of that op.' 'We're in the upper atmosphere. I'm getting a reading, looks like a Covvie base is down there.' Mickey called from the cockpit.

Bryn nodded. 'OK, take us near that base.' H then addressed the entire team. 'Listen up people, here's the plan. We can't risk losing the Phantom at all, it's our only ride off this place at the moment, and the last thing we want is to have to fight for another ride. So we have to take some unorthodox action. You ODSTs will stay in here and land when we find Alice, or if we need support. Me and Jun will HALO jump out, and start looking for Alice. We'll call you when we find her.' Romeo frowned. 'How the hell are you going to do a HALO jump without a parachute?' 'We'll maximize the gel layers. After a SPARTAN-II mission on Reach went bad, the SPARTANs had to jump out of a burning Pelican pretty high up. They made a HALO jump without a chute, and the survivors told the MJONIR GEN-II designers to make sure the armour could do it with less chance of killing us. I hope they did a good job.' Bryn and Jun moved over to the bay doors at the rear of the Phantom. The temperature inside dropped as Jun opened them. He and Jun ran out the door, and into the frigid sky.

Encased in his armour, Bryn couldn't feel the cold, biting air rush past him. But he could feel the air dragging at his armour as he sped towards the planet's surface. Fighting against the drag, he looked up to see Jun falling with him. Turning back to the surface, he maximized the gel layer inside his armour. The armour became stiff as the gel layer increased, reducing his mobility. To be extra certain of survival, Bryn made sure that the armour's simple removal mode (SRM) was disabled. The SRM enabled the SPARTAN to take the armour off without aid, so that they could have more efficient medical aid than the inbuilt bio-foam, by loosening the armour. He'd enabled the SRM when he was checking for damage on the suit after they took the Corvette. After making sure the SRM was off, he started looking for a good landing spot. Then he saw the Covenant base. It was set up as Covenant bases usually were, but a large Forerunner structure was in the centre, pulsing with a harsh orange light. Bryn opened up a comm channel to Jun. 'Jun, you see that base?' 'Yeah. Could be worth checking out.' 'Agreed. They probably took Alice there too, but let's check the surrounding area in case she managed to escape. No need to jump into the hornet's nest if we don't have to.' 'Agreed.'

Bryn then saw a large, open clearing in the forest close to the Covenant base. He steered towards it. As the ground grew closer, he braced himself for impact, and hoped that he would survive. Time seemed to move in slow motion as he descended.

He hit the ground.

His shields flared.

Dirt exploded around him.

He tasted copper in his mouth.

His bones seemed to bend.

He rolled and bounced across the ground. Looking up at the sky, he realised that he'd survived. He grinned a little, then lost consciousness.


	9. Reunited

_Unidentified planet, 0155 hours, 18/2/2558_

It had been hard, but Alice had killed all her pursuers. They lay where they had fell, their blood pooling around them. Alice was resting against a tree when something fell from the sky in a nearby clearing. '_What the fuck was_ that?!' she thought, before rushing over to the object. She kept her distance, her newly-acquired Covenant Carbine at the ready. After waiting a few minutes without any activity, she cautiously approached the object. After a few seconds of looking at it, she realised what it was. 'Shit. You're crazy.' There was no response from Bryn. _'Dammit, he's unconcious. That's to be expected, actually,' _she thought. Lifting him by his armpits, Alice moved Bryn out of the clearing.

Back on the Phantom, Mickey was keeping the alien craft steady and out of range of the Covenant base. _'Typical SPARTANs,' _he thought. _'They're the only people in the UNSC who would leave ODSTs behind to do the mundane stuff.' _Then, he noticed a transmission coming in. _'Might as well hear what the Covvies are up to', _he thought, as he turned up the volume. He listened to the transmission, but realized that it wasn't a Covenant transmission. _'Oh, shit.'_

Bryn came to, finding himself lying in a cave. His helmet had been removed, and he could feel dried blood around his left eye. _'Damn, the impact must've opened that old wound from that op on Telos.' _He got to his feet, putting his helmet back on. He moved towards the cave mouth, and saw a figure in bloodstained but familiar MJONIR GEN-II Scout armour kneeling and looking out of the cave mouth through the scope of a Covenant Carbine. He smiled. 'Typical. I come here looking for you, and you're the one who finds me.' Alice turned around. 'It wasn't that hard to find you. Jumping out of the sky isn't exactly subtle.' 'No. But it is fun.' 'You've got me there.' Bryn smiled. 'So tell me, what happened after the Covvies took you prisoner?' 'They went to Earth. Managed to get past the orbital defenses, probably with some tech they got from the CRF. They nuked the ONI building in Moscow-' 'What?!' Bryn interrupted. 'We were told that the explosions in Moscow were from a reactor melting down.' 'I doubt the UNSC wants people to know that the Covenant can bypass Earth's defenses.' Bryn thought about it. 'True. But it's not good, being lied to by the government. What happened after that?' 'They took me inside and had me open a lock. Then they knocked me out, and next thing I know I'm in the Covenant base on this shithole of a planet.' Bryn smiled. 'Good thing I bought your ticket off this shithole with me.'

He opened a comm link with Mickey. 'Mickey, I found Alice. You can lock onto me and Jun's trackers. Pick us up, and we can get out of here.'

But the voice that answered him wasn't Mickey's.

'SPARTAN Watkins, this is Commander Palmer. Stay where you are, and we'll pick you up. Then I'll decide what to do with you.'

Jul 'Mdama entered the Forerunner's chamber reverently. 'You summoned me, master?'

In a quiet but powerful voice, the Didact's Fist responded. 'Yes. You have done as I asked, and bought me all the information you have on the Humans. It would seem that they have developed a habit of fighting among themselves. I will exploit this weakness. I will shatter their unity through deception and manipulation. They shall slaughter themselves, and your forces can deal with them piecemeal. Then, I will have done the Didact's bidding. I pledged my unswerving allegiance to him, and I will honour that pledge to my last breath! It was to that end that my battalion and I were put in the shelter on Earth. To emerge after the Halo rings had fired and stop Humanity from re-emerging and slaughtering the galaxy. I will not fail in that mission, not even after all this time!'


	10. A Chance

_UNSC Frigate _'Michel Ney'_, in orbit above unidentified planet, _0230 hours, 18/2/2558__

There was only one word Bryn could think of, as he, Alice, Jun, and the ODSTs sat in the detention cell with his hands cuffed with handcuffs so tough that even the Master Chief wouldn't be able to break.

_'Shit'._

Next to him, Alice was breathing heavily. 'Are you okay?', he asked. 'Piss off,' she muttered. Bryn was taken aback. 'Sorry, what?!' 'I said piss off.' Bryn stared at her for a moment, eyes bulging with disbelief. 'What did I do!?' Angrily, Alice turned to him. 'You deserted your post in a vital theatre of the war just to rescue me!' 'What's wrong with doing that to save you?!' Alice glared at him. 'You abandoned all the men and women dying out there, for your personal feelings!' Bryn felt his stomach contract violently. It was the sensation of guilt taking hold.

Silent, he stared at the floor. He heard the ODSTs swearing around him as Alice's point sunk in. They'd all been so concerned with planning the mission that they hadn't thought of the consequences it might have for their fellow soldiers. When the idea came to Bryn, he thought that it would be like when Buck came back to rescue him and Dare in New Mombasa. But that time, the rescue mission didn't compromise the lives of fellow soldiers.

Bryn stared at the floor, his mind full of guilt and shame.

_30 Minutes Later_

Bryn looked up as the door to the detention cell opened. Commander Palmer stepped in. 'Alright, you lot. You might just have a chance to redeem yourselves.' 'How?', Jun asked. 'We've intercepted a load of Covvie transmissions from this place recently. It seems that they're planning to launch some major attack on us from this planet, and soon.' 'Unlikely. We didn't see any ships in orbit or near the planet,' Mickey pointed out. 'We noticed that too. And it's got the brass shitting themselves. They reckon the Covvies have gotten their hands on some Forerunner weapon that they can use to wipe us out in no time. I know what you're thinking, but we think it's something other than a Halo ring.'

Jun looked at Palmer. 'Why are you telling us this?' She smiled. 'Simple. We want you to deal with it.'


	11. Mission of Shame

_ODST deployment bay, UNSC Frigate _Michel Ney_, in orbit over unknown planet, 0305 hours, 18/2/2558_

Bryn watched as Palmer outlined the mission to him and the rest of the group. "You'll deploy via HEV behind the Covvie base. Link up, and push onto the central structure. We've determined that whatever the Covenant have is located there. Try to recover it, but if that isn't possible, destroy it. Because of the nature and importance of this mission, if you're successful, all charges against you will be dropped, and you'll return to active service aboard the _Infinity_. Does any one have questions?"

No-one moved.

"Very well then. Move out." As the ODSTs and SPARTANs moved towards the HEVs, Palmer called Alice over. "Greene, we know you had nothing to do with the others going AWOL. We checked your armour logs and your story checks out. You don't have to take part in this mission." Alice nodded. "Thank you. But if the stakes are as high as you say they are, I can't turn away." As she headed towards the HEVs, Palmer grinned._ "You're not one to give up, are you?"_ she thought.

Bryn stepped inside the HEV. His DMR and M6 had been fitted into the weapon cases securely. Stepping into the HEV's chair, he strapped himself in, and started the pre-drop checks. Everything checked out. "Check!" he called out. The others followed suit as they finished their checks.

"Commander Palmer, we're ready for the drop," he said into his radio. "Roger that." The HEVs suddenly dropped, and Bryn felt a heaving sensation in his stomach. _"No turning back now,"_ he thought. He considered opening a private radio link to Alice, but stopped. _"I just can't think of what to say,"_ he realised. Deciding to focus on the mission at hand, he opened a radio link to the whole team. "Everyone ok?" he asked. "My wound's playing up a bit, but nothing too bad. The bio-foam they gave me on the ship is holding," Buck answered. Other than that, no-one else had anything to say.

With a loud crash, the HEV hit the ground. After a brief moment of recovery, Bryn opened the hatch, got out, and retrieved his weapons. "Everyone planetside?" he asked into the radio. Everyone responded with an affirmative. Everyone except Schmidt. "Found him," Romeo announced. "... It looks like it was quick."

Bryn swore. Another good soldier had died. And he wouldn't even have been here if it wasn't for him. Was Alice right? Would the better thing to do have been to leave her and keep following his orders? _"No,"_ he thought. _"I'm sick of losing people. My family, friends... no more."_

He once again focused on the mission. "Okay, everyone, come to me. We'll link up and move to the Covvie base."


	12. Assault

_Outside Covenant Base, unknown planet, 0353 hours, 18/2/2558_

Bryn looked at the Covenant base, magnifying his visor. The base didn't have walls, but was patrolled by squads of four Grunts and an Elite. Each squad was 20 meters apart from each other, making it impossible to take out a patrol without others noticing. Beyond the patrols, several prefabricated Covenant buildings were clumped close together, with a large citadel, their target, in the centre.

Bryn spoke into his radio, with a plan already formed in his mind. "Alice, Jun, Romeo, I want you to stay here and give us sniper cover when we start exchanging fire with the Covvies. The rest of you, follow me." He slowly crept towards the perimeter of the Covenant base, the ODSTs follwing. They stuck to a small, relatively shallow gorge, covering them from the Covenant's eyes. When they were near the end of the gorge, Bryn motioned to the ODSTs to stop. He peeked over the lip of the gorge, and saw a patrol a few metres away from him. He took a grenade, and threw it at the patrol. The small explosive detonated, sending flame and shrapnel shooting out. The Grunts fell to the ground, their torn flesh bleeding blue blood. The Elite had lost it's shields, and Dutch took it out with his SMG.

The other patrols had noticed, and were rapidly advancing on them. But they soon fell to the sniper fire from the other part of the team. With the perimeter patrols taken out, Bryn radioed the others. "Okay everyone, let's form up and push on to the citadel. Keep your eyes out, and cover every side. We don't stop, no matter what they throw at us. Getting bogged down is the last thing we want. When we get to the Citadel, I want the ODSTs to cover the entrance, while the SPARTANs will enter and secure the objective, whatever it is. Let's move."

The group moved quickly through the Covenant base, shooting the Covenant troops that attacked them. Though some of the aliens fell, the majority were shadowing the group, waiting for them to stop so they could form a plan and take them out in one blow. "Buck," Bryn radioed, "you think you can cover the entrance with these guys coming at you?" "Sure thing, just be quick in there." Jun opened a private comm to Bryn. "You sure we can rely on them to cover the entrance? They're good, but there's only so much unaugmented soldiers can do." "I trust them to get the job done, Jun. That's all I need."

Continuing on, they reached the citadel. The door was locked, and heavily armored. "We're going to need some serious explosives to get this thing open," Mickey announced. "Too bad we haven't got anything like that," Dutch retorted. But suddenly, the doors opened. The team was silent. Then, Alice broke the silence. "This seems like a trap." "It does," replied Bryn, "but we have our orders. We go on. Stick to the plan. Buck, get your men ready to hold the Covvies off. Jun, Alice and I are going in." Buck nodded, and started giving orders to his men to get ready for the impending onslaught. Bryn and his fellow SPARTANs, meanwhile, entered the citadel.

The interior of the citadel was dimly lit by a few blue lights. Fortunately for the SPARTANs, their visors adapted to the low light, and they could see easily. They crept through the citadel, guns at the ready, until they reached a large, cavernous room at the centre of the citadel. A large egg-shaped device stood in the centre of the room, made of a silver metal with red lights flowing through it in intricate patterns. "I guess that's what we're here for," Jun said. Suddenly, the device split down the middle, and began to open, like a flower. The SPARTANs snapped into action, training their guns on the device. As it opened, they could see it's contents. "Shit," Bryn said. Inside the device was a Forerunner.

"So," it said, "you are here." "You opened the door for us?" asked Alice. "Yes." "Why?"

It smiled at them. "You will make good practice."


	13. The Last Fight

_Inner sanctum of the citadel, Covenant base, unknown planet, 0425 hours, 18/2/2558_

The Forerunner pointed a hand at the SPARTANs, and a tube-shaped device on his left wrist began to glow with energy. "Get to cover!" yelled Bryn. As the SPARTANs ran to find cover, they kept firing at the Forerunner, but their rounds simply bounced off his shields. "I am the Didact's Fist", it said. "Do you really think you can even _hurt_ me? As I said, you are merely practice for me." Meanwhile, the SPARTANs had found cover behind a Covenant computer terminal. "What do we do?" Jun asked. "We follow the mission," Bryn replied. "We kill that thing, and go home." "How are we supposed to kill it?" Alice asked. "We'll find a way!" Bryn replied.

"Okay," Bryn said, "we break cover one at a time, and take shots at that thing. Maybe we can overload it's shields." They followed his lead. The Forerunner couldn't hit them - as he got a bead on one of them, they would take cover again and another would spring up and fire. But the SPARTANs couldn't pierce his shields, not even after emptying half a dozen magazines. "This plan isn't working," Alice pointed out. "Agreed," Bryn responded. "We should get in close. Covvie shields aren't as effective in melee fights, hopefully his shields have the same weakness." "_Our_ shields have that weakness," Jun pointed out. "Have you got a better plan?" Bryn retorted. "No, but your plan is extremely risky," Jun replied. "It's all we've got. Alice, distract him. Jun, you take him from the left. I'll take him from the right."

Alice broke cover and fired at the Forerunner, while Bryn and Jun sprinted around the sides. The Didact's Fist was distracted by her, but soon it noticed Jun, and, as Jun approached, it swatted him away. As he hit the wall with a crack, however, Bryn caught the Forerunner off guard. He leapt onto it's back, meeting no resistance from shielding. _"It must be focusing it's shielding at the front!"_ Bryn realised. He drew his combat knife, but just as he was about to plunge it into what was obviously a vein, he was thrown off. The Didact's Fist had rerouted it's shielding to it's back. It approached Bryn, it's weapon glowing.

"You're clever, Human. But that won't save you, or your barbaric species." Bryn slammed his fist into the Forerunner's face, but it had rerouted the shielding again, and it's front was covered. It laughed at his final effort, and picked him up by his neck, squeezing the life out of him, not letting go despite Bryn's increasingly panicked struggles. As it raised it's weapon to his face, there was a sharp crack, and Bryn fell, blood covering his visor. The Forerunner bellowed in agony, a bullet from Alice's sniper rifle embedded in it's flesh. It turned to face her, it's weapon glowing, but she threw her rifle aside, and slid between the Forerunner's legs. Before it could react, she dug her knife into it's back. It fell over, dead.

Bryn looked up at Alice, wiping the Forerunner's blood off his visor. "Thanks," he gasped, before the effects of the strangling took their toll, and he passed out.


	14. Revelation

_Medical bay, UNSC Frigate 'Michel Ney', in slipspace, enroute to Requiem, 0743 hours, 18/2/2558_

Bryn woke up to find himself in a hospital bed. He looked around himself, taking in his surroundings. The only other person in the room was a nurse. The nurse noticed that he was awake, and he walked over to Bryn. "Are you feeling alright?" Bryn nodded. "Yeah. Where's Ali- where's SPARTAN Greene?" "I'll get her for you." The nurse walked out the door.

A while later, Alice entered the medical bay. "You asked for me?" she said. "Yeah. I want to know what happened after I passed out." "Well, Jun was fine, his armour took most of the impact. So, we took you outside. The ODSTs had fought off the Covvies, but it was a tough fight. Dutch lost his hand, but they're getting a clone hand ready now, so he'll be good as new by the end of the week. We got picked up by a Pelican, and the frigate blew up the Covvie base. A lot of Covvie ships got away though, and apparently so did Jul 'Mdama. We're guessing they've gone back to Requiem. Palmer was true to her word, and the charges against you and the others have been dropped. We're headed back to Requiem, to finish where you left off." Bryn nodded.

"And... what about us?" Alice looked at the floor. "I don't know. You abandoned your duty as a soldier, but you did it to save my life. You did something I find unforgivable to save my life. I need time to think. I'm sorry." With that, she left, but not without looking back.

_"Why?"_ Bryn thought. _"Why did I abandon my duty? My entire life has been about duty. Why did that change now?" _

_"Because I'm in love with Alice,"_ he realised.

_"But surely duty to Humanity comes before anything else?"_

_"That's what I always thought. But... but then being with Alice made me realise that there's more to life than duty."_

_"I'm not just a SPARTAN. I'm a person, too."_

**Afterword**

**Thank you for reading this FanFiction. The CRIMSON trilogy was my first step into the world of FanFiction. Is it perfect? No. Am I proud of it? Absolutely. The character of Bryn Watkins in this is based on myself - in fact, Bryn Watkins is _my _name. _Crimson_ started off as me giving a story to the SPARTAN I played as, but soon, it became an outlet for me. Writing the series let me escape what was becoming a miserable real-life thanks to depression, and go into a place where I could feel that I was worth something. Thankfully, that depression has now passed. I hope you enjoyed reading the series as much as I enjoyed writing it. Have a good day, and I'll see you on the virtual battlefield.**


End file.
